WORD-MAGIC                                    ioi

in this word that suddenly lifts the action from the
human plane to the scale of cosmic drama! *

Words of course have an individuality, a perfume
of their own, but just as the flame in the heart of the
diamond has to be revealed by the craftsman, so
the true magic of a beautiful word only discloses
itself at the touch of the master. " Quiet " is an
ordinary enough word, and few are more frequently
on our Hps. Yet what wonderful effects Wordsworth,
Coleridge and Keats extract from it:

It is a beauteous evening, calm and free;
The holy time is quiet as a nun,
Breathless with adoration, to <r

The whole passage is a symphony of the sunset, but
it is that ordinary word " quiet " which breathes
Hie a benediction, through the cadence, filling the
mind with the sense of an illimitable peace. And so
with Coleridge's " singeth a quiet tune," or Keats'
,- Full of sweet dreams and health and quiet breathing.
Or when, " half in love with easeful Death," he
Called frim soft names in many a musM rhyme
To take into the air my quiet breath.
And again:
Far from the fiery noon and eve's one star
Sat grey-hair'd Saturn, quiet as a stone.
There have been greater poets than Keats, but
none who has had a surer instinct for the precious
word than he had. Byron had none of this magician